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Like all small boys who lived in the high 
cliff-village in Red Canyon, little Toki had his 
■share of the family chores. That is how his 
people had managed for hundreds of years 
to raise corn and squash, to build h 
and to defend themselves against 
Everybody worked, and liked it. When he 
was three, Toki helped to care for his baby 
brother and sister. When he was four, he 
heated the stones with which his mother 
cooked- He was proud of his job! 

With two curved wooden paddles, he 
would expertly lift each hot stone from the 
red coals, and drop it hissing info the basket 
of water. His mother hod woven that basket 
—so tight that it held water like 'a jug. Soon 
the hot stones made the wafer boil the meat 
and squash for dinner. 

Once Toki had a queer accident. He 
dropped a "hot stone into a 'little puddle of 
spilled water— and the stone flew apart. It 
startled Toki so that he never forgot it. Years 
later, when he was old enough to take a 
man's port in defending the village, he still 
thought sometimes about that exploding 
stone. 

From time to time the whole Pueblo, or 
Village, held a defense drill At a signal, the 
men would seize their bows and arrows and 
hurry to their stations. The young men's place 
was at the front of the great cove in which 
the village was built. The old men stood ready 
to shoot from the windows and housetops. 

Toki, and his father Waputi, had a differ- 
ent task. It was to keep a bright fire burning 
in case of a night attack by the Apache 
raiders. A great stack of firewood was always 
kept on a little ledge high up on the curving 



canyon wall. Above the ledge. an enormous 
wedge of rock tilted outward— once a part of 
the cliff wall, now separated from it by a 
narrqw crack. The only thing that kept it 
from foiling was a small boulder, caught 
under its narrow base. 

Never yet in Toki's short lifetime had there 
been an Apache attack. But one nighf— it 
all became real! Terribly real! 

At sunset, a Pueblo hunter staggered to 
the foot of the cliff below the village and 
shouted: "Apaches! A big, big war party! 
They shot me! They are coming now!" 

The whole village began buzzing tike a 
giant hornets' nest. Four men climbed down 
to pick up the wounded hunter. The others 
flew to their stations with ready weapons. 
Even the women began piling up a low wall 
of stones to protect the bowmen. 
, Toki's father scooped red hot coals from 
a fire into an earthen pot, and called to his 
half-grown son. Toki heard, but for a long 
moment he did not move. He stood gazing 
across at the Tilted Rock, gripped by an idea. 
At his father's second, dngry call, he seized 
a big gourd full of water, with a carrying 
rope on it, and ran after Waputi. 

As sure-footed as a squirrel, he followed 
around the curving face of the cliff, to the 
small ledge where the firewood was piled, 
and on which the Tilting Rock rested. 

"Pile stones for a breastwork!" Waputi or- 



dered. "The Apaches will try to shoot us— to 
keep us from feeding the fire—" 

His words were drowned out by a horrid 
chorus of war whoops that echoed from can- 
yon wall to wall. Toward the base of the 
village cliff moved a shadowy mass of war- 
riors—Apaches. As the war whoops ended, 
arrows hummed like angry bees. Lines of at- 
tackers carrying ladders moved into the 
blacker shadow under the cliff. NOW was 
the time WaputiVfire would helpl 

It blazed up quickly, the dry wood crack- 
ling. Above it, Tilting Rock was a giant re- 
flector, throwing the firelight down on the 
climbing Apaches. Now the Pueblo bow- 
strings hummed— and Apaches fell! 

Twang-twang-twang-! EEE-AIEEEEEEE! 

Now the angry screams of the women 
arose, as they hurled stones at the invaders. 

Zing— zing-WHUP! A storm of Apache 
arrows struck at the ledge where the firelight 
blazed. Waputi sank down'' with an arrow in 
his thigh. "Carry on, my son!" he groaned. 
"The fire must not die! Our people must see 
to shootl" 

On hands and knees, Toki fed the blaze, 
noting that there was little wood left. The 
battle was longer than any one had foreseen. 
And now there were more ladders rising 
against the cliff. A few Apaches gained a 
foothold on the Pueblo's edge! There was 
no way to stop them— 

-OR WAS THERE? 

Toki's eye fell on the water gourd, and his 
plan— his inspiration came back to him— as 
clear as his memory of the bursting hot stonei 
years agor Swiftly, he dashed the- water on 
the glowing boulder against which his fire 
was built. 

Hsssss-CRACK! CRACK! POP-^ 

The boulder burst in pieces! Toki glanced 
up '« the- Tilting Rock. IT WAS MOVING- 



TOPPLING OUT OVER HIM! 

Toki turned and ran— back along the 
ledge. He seized his father by the hair, and 
dragged him to safety. Then, as he watched, 
the Tilting Rock fell! It dashed against the 
cliff below the village. Its thunder blotted out 
the thin wail of fear from Apache throats. 

Minutes later, down in the dust that bil- 
lowed through the canyon, a dry bush flamed 
up— caught from the fallen coals of Toki's 
fire. By its red glow the cliff showed, bare of 
ladders. They lay somewhere beneath the 
jumble of shadows and broken rock below. 
And with them lay the. fierce attackers who 
had tried to destroy the people of little Toki! 








YOUNG HAWK 




GUO TO BE ON THE TRAIL ONCE MORE, YOUNG HAWK AND HIS COMPANIONS TAKE THEIR LAST LOOK AT THE 
CANYON PUEBLO WHERE THEY WERE SO KINDLY TREATED... 





FOR SEVERAL DAYS THE THREE WANDERERS FOLLOWTHEIR 
CHOSEN DIRECTION, KEEPINS TO CANYONS MOSTLY.WHERE 
THE GOING IS EASIER AND 6AME MORE PLENTIFUL. 




AT THE PLACE LAT^R KNOWN AS CANYON D£ CHELLY. 
RED BOCK WALLS RISE LIKE CASTLE TOWERS. 




Two MILES FARTHER ON, TUMBLEWEED LEADS THEM INTO A 
TINY SIDE GORGE. , 




High cloud goes down? with shrill yelpSi the 
apache bounds in for a kill. 
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Whirling, LlTTLE BUCK whips 
|headed axe... 


OUT 


HIS STONE- 




BUT ANOTHER CLUB.. .IN THE SMALL HANDS Of YELLOW 
FLOWER.. -FALLS FIRST... 




GREY FOX NITS THE GROUND. ..BENEATH HIS OPPONENT.. 

FIGHTING FOR LIFE... . 



ARE VOL) HURT, 
'8REY FOX?^ 
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GRANDFATHER HIGH CLOUD 
MUST HAVE BEEN A GREAT 
WARRIOR IN HIS DAY, 
YOUNG HAWK. 



WHITE RENEGADES 




A3 THE WHITE MAN SPREAD 
OUT FROM THE ORIGINAL THIRTEEN COLONIES 
AND FOUNDED NEW SETTLEMENTS IN THE 
WILDERNESS, HE WAS CONSTANTLY BESET 
BY MARAUDING RED MEN. HOWEVER, ONE OF 
HIS CRUELEST ENEMIES WAS ONE OF HIS 

OWN RACE THE RENEGADE WHITE MAN. 

BY JOINING THE RED SAVAGES, THE RENEGADE 
COULD SHARE IN THE LOOT OF PILLAGED 
CABINS AND SETTLEMENTS. MANY AN OUT- 
POST OF CIVILIZATION FELL TO THE INDIANS 
BECAUSE A WHITE DESERTER KNEW HOW TO 
ATTACK ITS STRONG POINTS AND EVEN 
MORE IMPORTANT, ITS WEAKNESSES. 
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ilEARS LATER, WHEN THE WEST WAS OPENED TO LAND-HUNGRY EMIGRANTS 

IT WAS THE SAME STORY. THE WHITE RENEGADE. OFTEN IN THE GUISE OF A TRADER OR 

INDIAN AGENT, WOULD SELL AND TRADE RIFLES AND AMMUNITION TO THE WARRING TRIBES 

TO BE USED AGAINST THE EMIGRANTS. OTHER TRAITORS ^ 

USED AND DIRECTED INDIAN RAIDS AGAINST THE 

PONY EXPRESS STATIONS AND RIDERS TO GET ^CjJW^^Or 

GOLD DUST AND SILVER CURRENCY BEING SHIPPED 

BACK HOME. IN LATER YEARS, THE GROWING U.S. 

ARMY AND CAVALRY QUICKLY ROUTED OR 

PROSECUTED THESE EVIL MEN. 
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The snowy owl lives in the barren 
ern Canada, He is a fine hunter, 
lemmings, rabbits and other small 


of north- 
iame. Oc- 


casionally, scarcity of game drives thousands 
of these birds southward to the United States. 

Cowrttw 0/ the American Musnam of Natural Uiston/, N. Y. 





